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	1. Chapter 1

_~First Year~_

_Age: 18, nearly 19_

Killian picked himself up, along with his pride, off from the floor and ran the back of his hand along his bloodied lip. He was getting increasingly pissed the more this brunette kicked his ass. "I told ya, lass. I'm not hitting a girl."

She gave a smile and a wink. "It's a good thing I'm a woman then, yeah?" With that, she threw her body into a handstand position, wrapping her legs around his neck and throwing her body forward, bringing him over the top of her. He landed hard on the mat underneath of them and grunted loudly from the force of the impact. "Oh, come on! Now you're not even trying!" she taunted, as she climbed off of him and backed away a few paces.

Killian ran his hands down the mat before slowly pushing himself up into a push-up position. "I'm beginning to second guess this bloody job offer."

"It's not so horrible once you get the hang of it." she grinned. "Whatchya name?" she asked, walking back over to lend a hand.

"Killian Jones." he took her hand, pulling himself up, before twisting her arm to pull him against her body and wrapping his other around her throat. "_Don't_ underestimate me, love_._" he warned in her ear. "Just because I stated I won't hit you, doesn't mean I can't." he pushed her away, watching her fumble forward and rolled his neck around. "You want a proper go? Come on." he beckoned her forward once she turned back around.

Her eyes narrowed as she lunged forward, throwing her right arm towards his head. He grabbed it, and once again, twisted it into her back pulling her close. "Now who's not trying?" he chuckled wickedly, pushing her away again. "I said a _proper_ go, aye?"

"You're a smartass. I like that." she smiled running at him again, bringing her leg around to kick him in his side. He intercepted at the last moment and threw her leg up, kicking the other out from under her, causing her to fall to her back. "Nice one." she hooked her legs around his and pulled him off balance. He toppled onto her, grabbing her arms and pinning them over her head.

They gazed at each other for a moment, icy blue against smokey grey. "Only fair, lass. I've given a name."

Swallowing hard, she licked her lips and released a short breath. "Milah. I'm Milah."

* * *

><p><em>~Two years later~<em>

_Age: 21_

Months had passed as he trained. He's met quite a few alliances along the way, and even had the chance to tag along on some of their assignments. William Smee was his best mate in this hell hole, along with Adam Aikens. Smee was a few years older than he being 26, while Aikens was the same age as himself. Ben Caldwell, 25, was rough around the edges, but he too became part of his group. It was always nice to have friends in this occupation, but it was a bad idea to get too attached.

He was still not ready to go out on his own, but he had learned a hell of a lot. The fastest learner they had, so everyone said. He was a natural sparrer, thanks to his brother, and even adopted the moniker, _Hook_. He was also quite handy with a gun as he found out; any type. He was beginning to think that, although not ideal, maybe he was meant to be here. It also helped having quite the attractive teacher by his side.

He noticed Milah coming towards him as he shot off some rounds at the makeshift targets. He lowered his weapon upon her arrival and gave a brilliant smile. They had become close, perhaps closer than they should have. There was no denying the attraction they had for one another, but it was also forbidden. They took to their subtleties and left it at that.

"What a sight you are for these sore eyes." he whispered, looking at her through hooded eyes.

She gave him a grin, lightly touching his arm. "Come on. Gold's got a job for ya."

"What?" This was new. It would be his first solo assignment.

Milah smiled, bumping her shoulder into his. "Time to show him what ya got."

Killian was completely shocked as he began following her through the winding halls. He's only been in Gold's office once and that was for Day 1 of training. That was barely two years ago now. His nerves were starting to get the better of him.

When they stopped in front of his double doors, he took a collective breath before pushing them open. He was greeted by the wispy haired man sitting on his desk. "Hello, dearie. Ready for your first assignment?"

"Aye."

The man gave an impish giggle as he pushed himself from the desk. "Very good! Let's get to it." he hummed a sing songy tune to himself as he shuffled through some envelopes. "Here we are." he slowly turned around, envelope in hand and strode over to where Killian stood. Taking a bow, he passed it off.

He opened the manila holder and peeked inside.

_**Owen Flynn**_

_**Alias: Greg Mendell**_

_**Age: 31**_

_**Destination: Cardiff**_

It was complete with a picture of his mark and other side information. "Cardiff? I'm going to Wales?"

"Well, dearie, you can't expect them all to be in Scotland!" he held out his hands and gave a smirk. "Are you going to take it, or are you wasting my time?"

Killian slid the papers back inside and gave a sideways glance towards Milah, who he's come to learn is Gold's personal assistant… and wife. "Aye, sir. I'll take it."

Gold gave another impish giggle and clapped his hands. "Excellent! Milah-" he snapped his head toward her direction pointing to her then to Killian. "Go with him."

Milah stepped forward. "There are far more other capable men than I, Gold."

Gold gave an exaggerated sigh. "Yes, I'm very well aware of my clientele, dearie. But, none of which can flirt their way into the man's heart." he turned and pointed. "The _mark's_. Not _his_." he clarified.

Killian saw her shoulders slump forward at his words, but kept her face even. "Then why don't I take this one then, yeah? Give him something closer."

Gold slammed his hand down on the desk and turned to his wife. "You will do as I say! Is that clear?"

"Yes, _sir._" she muttered.

"Leave me now." he dismissed.

Killian followed Milah from the room, shutting the door softly behind them. "You alright?" he asked softly.

"Fine." she wiped the tears from her eyes and blinked up towards the light to stop the rest of them from falling. This wasn't the place to show any weaknesses. "Just fine. We best be off, yeah? Let's go."

He wasn't buying it. The way a husband was supposed to be treating his wife was far different than how Gold treated Milah. Throwing her to the wolves just to get a mark was thoughtless. He had no regards for her life or safety. She deserved better than a coward who hides behind his desk barking orders. Killian has no recollection of ever seeing the man outside of his office, let alone with his own wife.

* * *

><p><em>~ Cardiff, Wales~<em>

"I've never worn a bloody tux in my life." he muttered, adjusting the tie in the mirror. "Why did I take this job again?"

"Because you're in desperate need of the 2 grand on this marks head." Milah stepped out from the bathroom adjusting her tight black dress that barely came to her mid thigh. She pulled up on the sweetheart neckline and sighed. "I hate this damned thing."

He turned his head and ended up doing a double take. For being 10 years his senior, she looked damn good. His tongue ran along his lower lip as he rubbed at the back of his ear. "You look stunning."

"I look like a harlot. That's the point though, yeah? To be here to woo the mark? Flutter my lashes and flash my bosom?"

"You're selling yourself short, love."

"That's what hubby dearest thinks of me. I don't even get my own marks anymore. I'm treated like filth! Some _body_. I'm the only female in his clientele and he uses that to his advantage."

"You can't fault a man in knowing how lovely of a wife he has."

She scoffed and rolled her eyes. "I can't even remember the last time we've spent a night together. He's always too preoccupied with the next job. The next mark. Making deals. I don't even feel like we're betrothed anymore."

Killian had made his way over to her during her rant, watching her carefully as she spoke. He saw the hurt and betrayal she's been holding in and she's obviously trusted in him enough to unload her issues. "A man like that doesn't deserve a woman like yourself."

"Like what?" she asked as she wiped her tears away.

"You're headstrong. You take absolutely no shit from any of the men we work with. You love what you do despite _what _we do and I admire that about you. You have this hard exterior, but underneath of it you're caring and vulnerable. It doesn't matter what he sees, I see the woman you are. I see how you love, see how you feel. You can light up a room by the sound of a your laughter. You just need someone to remind you of who you are." his hand brushed against her cheek, stepping closer as he wrapped his fingers behind her neck. His thumb moved to wipe a stray tear as his head ducked down to meet her forehead.

Milah wrapped a hand around his wrist, letting her eyes fall shut as she tilted her head up to brush her nose with his. They were cautiously still, breathing in each other's air.

"I may be some daft 21 year old to you, love." he finally whispered. "But, _don't_ underestimate me." he raised a brow at her soft smile, lips dangerously close to brushing.

Milah pulled on his wrist and backed away, smoothing her dress. "We best be off if we're to catch this mark before he leaves."

Killian curled his fingers into his palm and clenched his jaw. It was for the best. There would be no coming back from what they were just about to do. "Aye. Ready?"

"After you."


	2. Chapter 2

"You'll need to center yourself." she muttered as she gripped on the inside of his arm. "Whatever makes you focus, do it. I'll be doin' the hard part. Getting our mark secluded."

Killian wasn't too keen on that idea after reviewing the mark's profile. This man was trained in fighting and torture, and was skilled at kidnapping. Sending Milah in to seduce a man like that with the risk of being found out, it made his stomach lurch. "You be careful." he muttered. "I can't stomach the thought of you getting hurt."

Milah gave a sly glance and a small smile. "I'll be fine, Hook. I've done this loads of times. With far worse than this bloke." They stepped inside the party he was to attend after easily slipping by the security check in. "We'll have to split up." she loosened her grip on his right arm, but was stopped by the firm pressure of his left hand. "What are you doing?" she whispered angrily.

"I'm not letting you leave my sight until we find him."

"That's the point of splitting up, you fool!"

"My mark. My orders."

She gave a deadly glare, pursing her lips. "How am I supposed to seduce him while I'm hangin' from ya arm?"

He pulled his arm from hers, wrapping it around her waist and leaning over to whisper in her ear. "There are cameras pointing in our direction. Let's make it passed them before splitting, aye?" he saw the slight nod she gave and smirked. "Good. Now be a fine lass and laugh." he pulled away, chuckling as he moved them across the floor and away from the view of the cameras.

They separated once out of view, Killian keeping his eyes glued to Milah as she scoped the floor. He gave a glance around at his surroundings and raised a brow. He never understood these upscale parties just for one man to speak. Luckily, his mark wasn't the one to make the speech.

Meeting up at the bar, he slid her over a martini as he took his rum in hand. "Fancy seeing you here." he gave a sly smile.

"I'd fancy seein' someone else." she took her drink and backed away into the sea of people once more.

This was taking far too long.

They'd already been here for nearly two hours and he had downed about eleven tumblers of rum. He was definitely beginning to feel them. Keeping his eyes in Milah's general direction, he reached under the vest of his tux to pull out a single earbud to listen to music. If they were to be waiting longer, he wasn't going to be listening to this classical shit anymore. Pulling out his phone, he turned on his music playlist, and switched it over to his Pearl Jam station.

He heard Milah's laugh through the crowd about a half hour later and knew it was time.

Killian finished his drink and scooted and away from the bar just as she and Owen Flynn came into view. He shoved his hands in his pockets, walking off, meeting her eye in just the briefest of glances.

He watched on, growing more and more pissed off the more she touched the man. Yes, it was part of

her duties, but that didn't mean he had to enjoy it.

The muscles in his jaw began to tick watching the man's hand slide further and further up her thigh. If only he could pull the fucking trigger now.

Honestly, Killian shouldn't be feeling anything at all. She wasn't his. She was married… unhappily, but married.

Looking away, he noticed security looking around and had a gut feeling that they were found out. "Fuck." he muttered. He flicked his nose with his thumb as he began to brainstorm. They needed to get out.

Now.

He noticed a tray of champagne being passed around and strode over to take one. He made a B-line for the bar, putting on a fake drunken wobble just before 'tripping' over his own foot. The champagne spilled all down the front of Milah causing her to jump up from surprise. "My dress! You bloody fool!"

"'s sorry." he slurred. "Meh 'pologies."

Owen jumped up, pushing Killian back. "Watch where you're going you prick!" he pushed him again and it took everything he had to keep from knocking him out right there on the spot.

"Jus' tryna getta drink."

She dabbed at the cloth with cocktail napkins, glaring over Owen's shoulder at Killian. "I need to use the loo." After throwing quite a few used napkins onto the bar, she grabbed Owen's arm and pulled him away from Killian, who motioned over his shoulder at the guard.

She finally understood his reasoning for the interruption and put her seduction on full force as Killian stumbled off toward the bathrooms. "Maybe you can help me clean up, yeah?" she purred, pushing her groin into his. Her hand wrapped around his tie, pulling him in for a kiss.

It was absolutely revolting and the man was beyond terrible at kissing.

They finally made it towards the bathrooms, but never made it inside. Killian peeked around the corner and sighed at the vision of her kissing this man….

Milah wrapped her arms around the man's neck and beckoned Killian with a finger. Owen's lips trailed down her neck just as he came up behind him.

Milah moved aside just as Killian's hand grabbed the back of his head and bashed it against the wall. He quickly moved to grab the man under his armpits before he fell to the ground and pulled him towards the back of the building.

"Have fun on your date?" he spat through grunts.

"It was quite enjoyable until some asshole dumped champagne on me."

"What a bastard."

Milah grabbed the man's ankles as they heaved him into one of the empty rooms. "Someone jealous?" she asked as they threw the man aside.

"I don't do jealous, love."

"Could've fooled me." she smirked as she watched him pull his silenced pistol from his back.

"Was he a good kisser?" he asked curiously.

"_Brilliant." _she lied. "The finest."

"That's only because you haven't kissed me yet."

"Yet?" she questioned.

"Ye_t."_ he overannuciated the 't' before shooting Owen in the skull. "Call it in. We'll be receiving visitors soon."

* * *

><p>They arrived back at the motel after the whole ordeal was taken care of. Killian was $2,000 richer within two days time.<p>

Once the door latched and his gun was placed on the dresser, Killian grabbed Milah's arm and spun her around. His lips met hers instantly, grabbing her face and caressing her jawline with his thumbs, as he begged for entry with his tongue. She moaned into him as she parted her lips, and immediately grabbed at his neck, pulling him closer.

This was wrong, but he couldn't give less of a fuck at this moment.

She was pushed against the door, arms held above her head as he explored her neck and chest with his mouth. "Hook." she whispered, half pleading.

He paused and lifted his head, meeting her gaze. This was going to be an impersonal occurrence on her account.

Whatever worked for her.

Killian's lips were pressed against hers again, leading her back toward the bed. He turned them around so her back was facing it, as he unzipped the side of her dress. It fell to the floor in a pool of fabric, freeing her naked frame, just as she pulled off his tuxedo jacket and unbuttoned his vest. He grabbed her hip and pushed her back onto the bed as he climbed on top of her. He ripped the stupid white dress shirt from his torso while she fumbled with the belt.

Killian stopped her by grabbing her hands and putting them over head, again. "Keep them there." he ordered before his hands trailed down her arms, her sides. Fingers grazed the side of her breasts before taking them fully in his hands. She moaned while arching her back into his touch. By the way she was acting to these simple caresses, he figured that it has to have been _quite_ some time since she's had sex with her own husband.

He bent down to kiss her as his right hand traveled further south. His middle and ring fingers slid over her damp folds, over her clit, and slowly pushed inside. She was already completely wet so he didn't need to waste time in getting her aroused.

Their tongues fought for dominance, Milah moaning loudly into his mouth, as his fingers pumped in and out of her soaking entrance. His nose nudged her head up as his tongue trailed down her neck and his fingers abandoned her altogether. He brought his hand up to taste, but she intercepted it, sticking his fingers in her mouth to suck the tangy goo while looking up at him with hooded eyes. "Bloody hell, love." he breathed as she moaned around his fingers, slowly pulling them from her mouth.

Killian was completely turned on by this point, not like he wasn't before, but the kinkiness she enjoyed sent him over the edge.

Her legs were thrown over his shoulders by now, as his tongue flicked against her sensitive nub. His nose was buried into the little patch of hair she kept there and continued to flutter his tongue, as he fought with keeping her hips down.

"Fuck!" she whimpered, tightening the grip in his hair. Milah sat up, pulling roughly on his strands to bring his lips to hers. Their tongues wrestled together in a heated and tangy kiss as he climbed up the bed, easing her back down. His hands gripped under her thighs, pushing them up near her shoulders as he straightened. "Fuck me." she begged.

"Oh, I plan on it." he murmured before thrusting roughly into her.

"Oh gods!" her head pushed back into the pillow, and her hands tightened around the comforter, as he began to pound into her. He fell forward, arms next to her head, as he claimed her mouth with his to share the sound of muffled moans. He pulled on her lip with his teeth as he moved to position her legs over his shoulders. "Oh, fuck, Hook!"

"You're so fucking wet, Milah." he grunted. "So wet." He pulled out, grabbing her legs and flipped her over. He heard her moan and chuckled softly. "Like it rough, lass?"

"What do you think?" she stuck her ass up in the air and arched her back. "Fuck me." she whispered through soft pants.

He growled with a smile as he grabbed her ass before positioning her legs and thrusting hard back into her.

"Oh fuck!" she buried her face in the mattress but Killian grabbed her hair and pulled. "Oh g-" she couldn't even finish her words at this point. It was nothing but loud moans on the brink of screams, mixed with his grunts as he picked up the pace. The sound of slapping skin could barely be heard over her cries of pleasure.

He felt her begin to squeeze around him and released her hair to grab at her hips to thrust harder. He was nearly there himself when she cried out into the mattress.

"Fuck…" He pulled out and grabbed himself just as he spurted out along her back. He stroked himself a few times, emptying, before moving from the bed just as she collapsed onto the mattress. Killian picked up the ripped white dress shirt and cleaned himself off, looking over in her direction.

_What the fuck did you do?_

"Shit." he whispered to himself as he walked off into the bathroom. "Shit." he repeated. "Shit, shit, shit!" he punched the bathroom door after it had closed, before running his hands through his hair.

_What the fuck did you just do?! _

* * *

><p>"How did it go?" Gold asked Milah.<p>

"He was a natural." she glanced over at Killian who had his jaw clenched since arriving back. "He was quick thinkin' and took him down with ease. Probably the cleanest I've witnessed. I think he'll do quite well on his own."

"Is that so?" he asked rhetorically, looking to Hook. "Then you've earned this." he tossed the sum of money he was promised on the desk in front him and smirked. "Next assignment." he slid another envelope his way as he stepped to retrieve the items. "Off you go, dearies." he giggled and waved him off.

Kilian gave a curt nod before turning and looking to Milah. "Pleasure working with you, lass."

"Oh no." Gold interrupted, his hands were raised with his fingers splayed. "She's tagging along." he added with a wave of his finger.

"What?" she asked bewildered. "Why? He's perfectly capable-"

"Tut, tut, tut, tut-" he held up his finger and gazed at his wife. Milah pursed her lips and looked down. "I want another report back." he explained. "Who else do I trust more than my own dear wife?" he waited for no response before shooing them away.

Killian stormed down the hall, money and envelope in hand as Milah did the same in in the opposite direction. This was _not _what he signed up for.


	3. Chapter 3

_Age: 22_

_Assignment:_

_**Nimue Butler**_

_**Age: 26**_

_**Destination: Drogheda, Ireland**_

"Can I buy you a drink? Or, do you just want to skip it and go straight to me room?" he asked the dark haired beauty.

Nimue looked over at him as she nursed her cranberry and vodka and smirked. "Pretty straight forward lad, aren't you?"

He raised a brow, giving a small shrug. "Works for me." he leaned onto the bar and gave her a questioning look. "So what have you?"

She scoffed before downing the rest of her drink. "I'm not nearly drunk enough to sleep with the likes of _you_."

He mocked offense, raising his brows. "Are you saying that you don't find me devilishly handsome?"

She couldn't hide the smile on her face as she looked down. "I'm not going to be rid of you, am I?"

"'fraid not, love." he raised a hand in the air signaling the barkeep before ordering another drink for Nimue and a double shot of rum for himself.

He glanced towards Milah as he left the pub with his mark and gave an inconspicuous nod. They had become somewhat like partners on these assignments, per Gold's bidding, and they had to make the best of it. He's gone on other hits with Aikens and Caldwell, but for these delicate matters he always seemed paired up with Milah.

Within the last year, he's proved himself worthy of leading his own small group of men. Sorting assignments, splitting weaponry, gaining his own power in the business. His men, Smee, Aikens and Caldwell, were just as well oiled as Gold's other henchmen. Douglas and McMillan. He never really cared for them, nor they for he, but they had to work together.

Killian had Nimue pinned up against the local pub, kissing her endlessly as his hands trailed over her body. He's come to learn that his looks are his best weapon and therefore begins with that… at least on his female targets. "What do you say we go somewhere a little more… _private_?" he nipped at her lip, tugging gently.

"Lead the way." she pushed him away and followed as he made his way down the cobblestone. Once they were on their way to the abandoned harbor, she realized where they were going and slammed her elbow into his back. "I knew it!"

He grunted and rolled his shoulders, as he slowly turned around. "You like it rough, I see." his arm swung towards the side of the head, but she ducked out of the way and threw her leg into his side. He grunted from the blow as he grabbed her leg and swung it upward. This fight reminded him a lot of the one between him and Milah those short years ago. He kicked her leg out from underneath of her, causing her to fall on her back. He stepped out of her reach as he tugged on his leather jacket. "Feisty. I love that in a lass." he chuckled as he bent down to take the knife from his boot.

Nimue jumped to her feet, pulling out her own and giggled darkly. "We could have been quite the pair."

"It's a shame that." He waited for her to lunge at him before twirling away from the knife and kicking her ankle. She lost her balance for a moment giving him the time to grab the foot that was in the air and throwing it up again. She fell onto her front and quickly scrambled to her feet. "Come on, love. I'm sure we can work this out."

"It's not me-" she started. "It's you!" she lunged at him again to no avail. He blocked her blow and brought his arm around to elbow her in the back of the head. She screamed out in pain but didn't stop. She swung the knife around and got him in the right side.

Hook yelled out in pain and doubled over, dropping his knife. "Bloody hell!" he grimaced but chuckled through it. "And here I was thinking I was going to be doing the stabbing tonight." he brought his hand around seeing the blood covering his fingers and cursed.

Nimue kicked him in the back and pushed him to the ground. "So sorry, my love. I think it's time we part ways."

Hook pulled his face from the dirt and smirked, "What? And no kiss goodbye?" He noticed her standing over him and quickly brought his arms up to hit her in the back of the knees, making her topple onto him. He rolled around, pinning her to the ground and gave a seductive smile. "Normally, I'd prefer to do other more enjoyable activities with a woman on her back."

"Fuck you."

"You had your chance, darling."

"Hook!" Milah yelled.

He rolled his eyes and dropped his head. "It's about bloody time!" Nimue threw her head into Killian's making him fall over onto his side, unconscious and raised the knife, ready to strike. A shot was barely heard before Nimue's limp body fell over Killian's.

"Smug bastard." Milah muttered as she climbed down into the ravine they had found themselves in. "Shit!" she ran to him when she noticed his side bleeding and started checking the wound, after rolling Nimue off. It wasn't deep enough to puncture his organs, but was bad enough that she needed to stop the bleeding. She unwrapped the scarf from her neck and place it on the wound as she pulled out her burner phone.

After calling in the hit, she began examining his wound further. He'd definitely need stitches. "Bloody hell." she murmured. Killian began to stir, grunting in pain. Milah placed a hand on his chest to keep him down while the other placed pressure on the scarf on his side. "Stop moving. It'll only make it worse."

"Wh-" he looked around and noticed Nimue laying dead above him. "You took my mark!" he yelled.

"That's the least of your worries right now." she pressed harder for emphasis, making him suck in a breath and grunt out an inaudible sound. "Hope _she _was worth it."

His brow raised as he covered her hand that was holding the scarf, with his. "Every moment."

She jerked her hand back and stood to her feet. "I have supplies in the car. We need to suture you _now_."

"I'll be alright."

"No. You won't." she held out her hand and helped him up to his feet. "We need to care to it now before you bleed out."

"Aye. Fine." he grumbled.

They had made it back to their vehicle slower than she would have liked. Killian was able to manage walking, which made it easier on her, but that also meant that he was extremely slow. He had bled through the scarf by the time she managed to drive them somewhere more secluded, and began feeling faint.

"I need to lie down." he all but fell onto the bench of the backseat.

She cursed as she pulled the medical kit from the back and rummaged through it. She twisted the lid off of a topical numbing agent and spread it around the wound. It wasn't going to help with much once she begins, but it'll reduce _some _of the pain. "You still with me, Hook?" she asked, pulling out some surgical thread and needle. "Hook, talk to me. Tell me about that kiss."

He groaned as he tried to manage a weak smile. "Brilliant." he whispered out. "The finest."

She smiled at the mimicked phrase as she readied the wound, cleaning it out. He sucked in a breath and stifled a yell. "That's only because you haven't kissed me yet." she repeated his own words back to him before shoving the needle through his skin.

She was right. It would still hurt.

He yelled out whimpering, "Bloody hell!"

"I'm sorry." she continued on with the stitching, contouring her face with every grunt and groan and yell of pain. "You're lucky." Milah muttered. "It just barely missed anything vital."

"How nice of you to care." he whispered out. This was normal between them. The bickering after a hit, normally because the one is jealous of watching the other seduce the mark. Then, they'd end up fucking in some cheap motel or the back of a rental, before going back to Gold. It was a vicious cycle that never seemed to go anywhere.

"I've always cared, Killian."

He tried to laugh but stopped from the pain. "Ah! So, I'm _Killian_ now?" he turned his head to look to Milah as she pursed her lips and rolled her eyes.

She bandaged up the sutures and gave Killian some antibiotics before he went to sleep completely. There was nothing else left to do than to make their way back to Scotland.

* * *

><p>Killian had received his pay and was off sketching in his pad when he noticed Milah coming towards him. He quickly shut the sketchbook and adjusted himself to where he sat comfortably as she approached. "And for what do I owe this pleasure?" he asked.<p>

"We need to talk."

"I've found when a woman says that, I'm rarely in for a pleasant conversation."

"Just follow me, yeah?" she walked off towards the armory and he soon followed, once he was able to get to his feet.

"So, what is this all about?" he asked as they made their way into the ammunition room.

"I care for you. I think more than I should. I was terrified last evening when I thought-"

"Hey-" he stepped forward placing his hand under her chin. "I'm right here. You needn't worry about me, love, I'm a survivor. It'll take a hell of a lot more than a blade to keep me down."

"I don't want to lose you." she admitted, wrapping her hands around the back of his neck.

"Nor I, you." he lowered his forehead to hers, eyes closed.

It was silent for a moment as her thumbs played with the hair on the nape of his neck. "I think I love you." she whispered.

Killian rolled her head up, brushing his lips against hers before taking her mouth completely. This wasn't the type of subject he was expecting on this talk, but he'll take this over the alternative.

His right arm wrapped around her waist as his left hand cupped her jaw line. Their tongues danced together as the passion for each other grew. He was the first to pull his lips away, placing another peck among hers before replying, "I love you, too."

They were in some deep shit.


End file.
